Probing the dramatic monologue mould of Robert Browning (1812-1899) has maintained a long tradition of portraying this poet as an experimenter and pursuer of the Victorian representation denorming process. Browning's narrative verse employs ambiguation through syntactic rendition of his dramatic personae who voice their minds beyond the restraints of dialogic turn-taking and divulge their impulses through verbal dominance. Browning's bicentenary seems a most auspicious moment to creatively explore the tenacity of his discordant narrative vein in literary translation.
Art and Subversion
No. 1 -Year 3 12/2012 -LC.6 ISSN 1847-7755 5 the reputed Renaissance patron of art in My Last Duchess , and the invidious Franciscan monk's rampage against brother Lawrence bring home Browning's cognition of the plausibility of personal rhetoric.
These speakers are running amok or losing their verbal control to an extent. They seem to be losing the power of abstracting notions, through a process whereby they are lapsing into irrationality. The distinctive feature of their insurgent behaviour lies with the choice of their verbal instrument (Lacan 49). Browning realizes the power of reason being at stake in these upsurges of destructive emotion, and yet he admits the convergence of the mind and heart in a human. The poet would also dissociate from the generic Victorian poetic persona, offering it a new and demanding frame, with a number of interpretive strategies left to the reader. It would involve the construction of a kind of borderline speech of the psychiatric patients initiated into divulging of their personality.
In his dramatic-lyrical explorations Browning is not resorting to the stylistic apparatus of the two 
Porphyria's Lover
The renowned dramatic monologue originates from Browning's 1842 collection of verse entitled ISSN 1847-7755 6 beautiful Porphyria, which has gone amiss due to his poisonous thoughts about her ways with the world of men, is mediated in a macabre strain of the eighteenth-century gothic ballad:
1The rain set early in to-night,
The sullen wind was soon awake, It tore the elm-tops down for spite, And did its worst to vex the lake:
I listened with heart fit to break.
When glided in Porphyria; straight She shut the cold out and the storm, 
